A gastric ulcer is slow in healing. This is not to be wondered at, seeing that the presence of food in the stomach will act as an irritant, and the movements of the stomach recurring, prevent the rest so needful to the healing of an ulcer. There may be bleeding from the surface of an ulcer, or a blood vessel may be opened by being involved in the ulceration. In some cases cancer causes a tumour, which may be felt through the abdominal wall. If the cancer is situated at the pyloric end of the stomach it leads to obstruction. Obstruction at the pylorus has been mentioned in a previous paper as a cause of vomiting, and the character of the vomit was also described. There is another consequence of the obstruction, namely, dilatation of the stomach, which may he evident by an increased prominence of the abdomen over the area occupied by the stomach.
In cases of dilated stomach, relief may often be obtained by washing out the stomach either by means of a stomachpump, or, if that is not at hand, a piece of indiarubber tubing with a glass funnel at the end, will answer the purpose well.
The funnel is first elevated, and a certain amount of fluid is poured through it into the stomach; the funnel is then depressed below the level of the stomach, and the fluid flows out. The fluid, of course, must be warm, and may be plain water or water containing some mild antiseptic. Otherwise the treatment of cancer is similar to that of gastric ulcer, except that morphia may be needed for the relief of the pain.
Hn annual problem. Christmas in 3nbia.
LUCKNOW.
Our Christmas tree at the Lucknow Hospital last year stood in the verandah, which was brightly illuminated, as was also the yard without, and, of course, the wards within. The tree was a magnificent one, and the gifts which covered it were sent out by English friends, and were very numerous and most acceptable. On Christmas Eve there was a grand gathering of Christian workers as well as the patients and servants, and a little service was held in Panjabi. Afterwards the presents were distributed and gave unbounded delight. Apparently the excitement of the whole affair prevented the natives from sleeping, for they disturbed us between three and four a.m. by making a hideous din outside the hospital.
Awakened by the howls and shrieks, we flew to the windows to find it was a band of native instruments, accompanied by a small firework display.
Little fire-balls were thrown sharply on the ground and exploded noisily.
Of course, we could only return thanks to our coloured friends for this complimentary ovation, and then retire again to our pillows, longing vainly for silence.
Next day there was a great gathering of old patients, the tree being redressed, and great joy displayed at the distribution of gifts.
We We are passing quickly to the end of the year, to the end of the century, to the end of our lives ; and when we recall the beginning of each* we find they have had similar experiences attending them. There has been the hopeful spring, the glorious noon, the fruitful autumn. And the ending, how is it to be with each ? We will take the century first. In the year 1800 men were tiring of private disturbances and foreign wars; famine and troubles at home, the treasure and blood of our bravest squandered on alien shores; with a fresh hundred years before them, they hoped that times would alter for the better, and, indeed, from the peace of 1815 the land had rest 40 years. Then arts and sciences flourished, a thousand things were discovered which, though now necessities, then astonished men by their novelty ; music and painting made rapid strides, and the steam engine has been brought to a perfection hardly anticipated. There has been a rich fruition of knowledge in the middle of the century, and yet men who had begun to look upon themselves as more than mortal now exclaim in sadness and discontent, "Vanity of vanities; all is vanity.'' Again our present year of grace, 1893, emerged from a dismal winter, and spring burst suddenly upon us with unusual beauty and vigour, melted imperceptibly into a superb summer, which ripened the fruits of the earth by extra heat and sunshine, and caused the autumn to be a time of plenty and content. Now winter, black and drear, is upon us?with its fallen leaves, its storms of wind and rain, and its dull, foggy days, all speaking of decay. And have not our own lives been much the same as have the years? We have had our youth, full of hope and the wondrous possibilities to be achieved in the long life before us; if we have done something with it, we have neglected more, and we cry out?for our three-score years are nearly gone?"Alas!" Our harvest is past, the summer is ended, and we are not saved ! And yet it is not inevitable that old age should bring sadness and unhappiness, for there is a Balm in Gilead, a Great Physician who is always stooping to heal the wounded and to minister to the sick. 
